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CHURCHES Ard 


Being a PARAPHRASE onCant. 1. 2 


To the READER. 


READER, 


F thou haſt holy flames whichne'er do ceaſe, 
This Poem read, it may thy flames increaſe : 
Or if thou ait Prophane, here thou may'ſt ſee 
To the true Church, thy Non-conformty. 

Some I have known, who highly did admire 

That any ſbould be ſing*d in Cupid's fire, 

Yet nave themſelves fourd it too t:0t at laſt, 

To. bear the ſcalding heat but of a Blaſt. 

$9 thou that art Proph.ne, thou mayſt admire 

That any ſhould be fond of Holy Fire, 

Yet my + holy ſp.i% ſore time or other 

T ake in thy heart, which thou mayſt never [mother , 

And wh3 can tell, but that this Poem ma 

Th.u ſp.k produce, weild/t thou but een and pray 

Perch.mce thou mayſt in reading raiſe ſome Jeers, 

For eaght I know, thou mayſt let fall ſome Tears: 

He m.y be won, that longeſt arth reſt, 

The Spirits wind doth blow, where it doth liſt. 

Pl neer di [pur of any, whiljt 1 fee 
ff frutl js [rc e, my next year fruitful be. 

Bt yet remember this, ere s 0 mg brings ; 
ALre dwger, thae to ſeoff tt facred things , C 
The Sang w.:s bis, who wiſcſt w.ts of Rings. 

As ityle*s 129 low for matter jy Divine ; \ 
The R: 17 is dull, the Precious-ſt2ve doth ſhine, > 
Take th3:: the Stonr, 2d let th: Ring be mine. J 


Cant. 1. 2 & 3 Verles. 


Les him Kiſs me with the K'fſes of his Mouth, for 
thy Love rs letter than lVine, 

Becauſe of the [rar of toy good Oyntments, thy 

ne is as Ojatiaeat 22:74 ont, therefore dy the 

wgins Love thee. 
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21 hc FF my joy, 
(To whom the World compar'd, is but a toy, 
W hich never can my pooreſt fancy pleaſe, 
\WVithour thy blelied Self: ) O come and caſe 
My wounded Love-ſick heart: Its ſacred fire, 
If thou ſaltainelt not, *twill ſoon expire. 
Thou did*lt inkirdle it, to purge out fin, 
And none be{ides thy cli can keep it in. 
Should it 20 out, Death ſoon would me ſurprize, 
And triumph to9, in cloſing of mine eyes. 
M; Love and Life, arc interwoven to, 
As one cannot without the other go; 
O ! therefore come, with thy enlivening breath, 
Blow up my Ccals, | may not mourn to Death. 
| S.ilamander like, can be content 
No where, but in Love's fiery Element, 
Nor comfort take, but while my flames cxalt 
Their Curling-tops above the Azure Vault ; 
Ard thou alone canſt make them ſo to burn : 
O! therefore, how I long tor thy Return ! 

Lec there no Zenith, there no Nadir be, 
To ſeparate my cear Bridegroom from me : 
Sr3nd off thou Eaſt and Welt, thou North and South, 
Let him me kiſs with th" kiſſes of his mouth. 
Their favours will not only keep me chaſte, 
But be of Glory too a good foretaſte ; 
They will ſuch Sweets convey into my heart, 
As Heaven itſelf no better can impart. 
So | for waiting ſhall a full amends 
Receive, and make it known to Foes and Friends, 
That all may ſee how ſweet a Spouſel have, 
Ard may the ſame endearing Killes crave : 
His Kiſſes ſo cnamour will the Soul, 
As nought but Love divine, ſhall there controul. 
Be gone thou World ; let not a frown or ſmile 
Of thine, (wherewith thou many doſt beguile,) 
Fill any place *rwixt him and me : Go, go 
To thole that place their happinels below : 
I'll harbour ro Competitor, for I 
Reſolve to him to live, for him to dic ; 
So Ardentis my Love, 1 cannot brook, 
That ought ſhould hinder me but of a Look. 
With his ſweet breath let me be ſo perfum'd, 
As all thoſe naſty Worms may be conſum'd, 
Bred by the want of it: His pow'rful breath 
Can blow them all beneath the power of Death, 
And cleanſe my ſully'd Soul and Body ſo, 
As both ſhall whiter be than driven Snow. 

Such diſtMces are nothing to my Dear, 
I can no ſooner wiſh, but lo he's near : 
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I knew this glorious Sun was nigh todawn, 
Becauſe I felt my frozen heart was thawn. 

Lo, at their wideſt ſpread, are here mine arms 
Thee to embrace : My heart is fill'd with Charms 
Of Love. Yeeverlaſting doors ſtand ope, 

And let the King of Glory have full ſcope 
Toenter in; O ! come, poſſeſs thine own, 
Within my Heart ſet up thy Kingly Throne ; 
Rulein my Heart, and rule thou there alone, 

Ciſt out all thoſe which oft have made me groan ; 
For thy dear Love far better is than Wine, 

That cheers my heart, but This makes it divine: 
Yea, 'thath a Vertue too, more worth than Gold, 
It changeth Enmity into Loves mold ; 

For even thoſe that did thce hate, and by 

Falſe Lovers were defil'd, thy glancing Eye 

Hath made them quit thoſe Lovers all, to cleave 
To thee, knowing thou ne*cr wilt them deccive. 
Yea, it tranſcends all worldly Joys fo far, 

As it admits not of the leaſt compare; 

Nay ſhould they be compar?d, (fubſtrating trouble) 
The Worl, in tull, could uever weigh a Bubblz. 


[erſe 3. 
Thou great Chirurzeon of Mankind, thou haſt 
Both Powcr and Wil to cure (but with a Calt 
Ot thy molt bright ard radient Eye) the heart, 
Though wounded through with Satans fiery dart. 
The goodneſs of thine Cyntment too is ſuch, 
All Maladics 't hath cur'd but with a Toutch. 
Its ſovereign vertues when thou didſt make known, * 
(How it had cur'd the World of being nore ; y 
Yea,wie! 'twas ſelf-deltroy'd,and had Death's groan ) 
Upon'r,) then its ſweet Savour did diſperſe 
Such ſweet Perfumes throughout the U:iverſe, 
S9 mixt with Love and Grace, that /irgins all, 
By a molt dear Impulſe, could not but fall 
In Love with thee. That thou that didſt Eternity 
Enjoy, with all above that yonder Sky, 
Where true and everlaſting Joys abound ; 


And if there no Aſſociates had bcen found, 


apy been in thine ownſelfs enjoyment, 
Shovldlt yet have thoughts of making Man, and for 
His Dwelling-place, a World that ſhould concur 
With him, to anſwer all his needs; and then, 

To joy to dwell among the Sons of Men; 

Ard for that World temploy th; Providence, 
Boch for its Suſtentation and Defence ; 

Ard t'undertake the toyl to rule't, although 
Thou knew'it that Man (thy Deputy) would grow 
More wild, than wildeſt Bruits, and thee forſake. 
And that this World thou ſhouldit of nothing make, 
And Min bur of a dirty Clod of Clay, 

And dart into him ſuch a glorious Ray, 

As cid thy bletled Image on him [tamp, 
Aid place within tim ſuch a heavenly Lamp, 

As migbr have guided him in ali his ways, 

And brought him ſate to Glory, thee to Praile ! 

But O ! let Scrp!ms ſpeak if they can, 

It is abcve the reach of Fir:re Alan, 

The wonderful Stupendiouſnels to tell 

Of thy Redecming Love: That when Man fell 
From his creatcd ltate, had quite defaced 

[hy ſacred Image, ll his Oyl was waſted, 
Extinguiſhed that Lamp, which was his Guide, 
And nought became, but a huge Mats of Pride, 

And yet of Mitery ! That thou ſhou!dlt leave 

Thy glorious Throne, Mans Natute to receive ! 


 Ditrobe thy ſelf for Raggs, and be content, 


From thy Dear Fathers boſome, to be ſent 
Intothis World of wickedneſs and wo, 

Pains far beyond our thoughts to undergo, 

Such as thou never couldſt have born their Load, 
Hadſt thou been only Man, and not been God, 
One drachm whereot t'have born, would e*cr have preſt 
The Univerſe below the hope of Rett, 

Yet ſhould, if thou hadſt not the whole have born ! 
Expos'd unto thy Vallels greateſt ſcorn ! 

The worſt indignitics of vileſt Men ! 

The wrath of an incenſed God ! And then 

Thy ſpotleſs Soul a Sacrifice for Sin 

To ofterup ! *Tis endleſs to begin 


| Thy condeſcending Love Yadmire, for all 


"Thy Sufferings were, to free vile Man from thrall, 
And re-inſlate him in a ſtate of Bliſs 
Of thy free will, for no deſcrt of his ! : 
That thou the King ſhouldſt Trayt'rous Man forgive, 
Yea, die the Traytor'sdeath, that he might live ! 
Well might the Worlds bold eye aſhamed be, 
When Men would not thy Innocency ſee ! 
Well might the ſenſeleſs Rocks in ſunder rent, 
When Reagn-endowed Men would not relent ! 
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Well might the ſacred Temple's yail be broken, 
When Worſhippers would ſhew, of grief, no Token ! 
Well might dead Bodies riſe out of their Graves, 
When living Men would not be Free, but Slaves ! 
And well might Angels ſtoop themſelves, to ſee 
The greatneſs of ſo great a Miſtery ! x 
Theſe works of Love and Wonder have ſuch Fame 
In Heaven and Earth thee got, as that thy Name 
Is as moſt precious Oyntment poured out, 
Attra@ting Virgins Love the World throrghout, 
Mounting their Faith above their Hope, with me 
For e*er to love, and be belov'd of thee. 
And are ſome of thine Oyntments ſweet Perfumes, 
Whoſe Fragrancies have filled all the rooms 
Of Virgin-hearts, whereby they are made fit 
For thee their King toenter in, and fit 
Ar:d ſup with them, and make them long to ſee 
Thy glorious ſelf their welcom'ſt Guelt to be. 
The ſavour of thine af (7 naes too, is ſweet 
Both in thy Word and Temples where they meet ; 
O! how they joy, that thou haſt ſo contriv'd, 
That in thy Word (to keep their hearts reviv'd) 
As in a glals, they may thee ſtill behold : 
That thou their Spots, and their depraved Mold, 
Dolt by thy Spirit cleanſe, and makethem whiter 
Than ſcouring can by Fullers Soap and Nitre, 
And haſt engay'd for ever me t'uphold 
Againſt Hell gates, or ought that can be told. 
Thy Graces too, Pprepar'd with heavenly Art, 
Bo Cordialize thine Oy»rment for the Heyy, 
Beirg tweet'ued with thy Promeſes; theſePeck 
TThec more than Chains ot Gold the pureſt Neck, 
And ſerd ſuch Odcurs forth, as that they draw 
ith ſwecter Violence thay Jet the Straw 
All F:r2ins unto thee, with power ſuch, 
The Load-ſtore draws not tron half ſo much. 
Ard thou with thefe, all /7rginshaſt adorn'd : 
Theſe Rubies, ard theſe Pomarders, though ſcorn'd 
By others are, yet are by them ſo priz'd, 
As by thy help, they have them Te-uperiz'd, 
So are fit Habitations of thy Spirit, 
Meet fcr that glorious Light which Saints inherit, 
Ard will at laſt be my Companions found, 
For they with me, with Love to thee are Crown'd ; 
And theſe our Crowns, which here are made of Love, 
\\1ll help make vp our glorious Crowns aboye. 


Tothe Ingenious Mr. Joſhua Jordan, oz his 
foregoins Poem. 
I. 
AY ſacred Bard ? What Muſe did thee inſpire? 
none of the Pocts nine, it could not be ; 
| rather think 'twas ſome Diviner fire, 
and wiſh the ſame would ſo inſpire me. 
ll 


So lweet each Cadence flows, replete with ſenſe, 
the more | read it, | admire thee more ; 
Ard ſo attraCtive is your Eloquence, 
methinks 1 have no power to give o'cr. 
Il. 
Your ſacred Accents with bright vertue fraught, 
ccclares your thoughts are pure, immaculate ; 
Wiſdom and Grace together there is wrought, 
and ſprightly Wir WE: lits in ſtate. 
V. 


Some may (perhaps) in theſe debauched times, 
cenſorious be, but let them do their worſt ; 
The Wiſe ard Vertuous will affe&t your Rhimes, 
whillt impious Criticks do with envy burſt. 

V 


As when bright Sol, hid in a gloomy Cloud, 
breaks forth, it ſhines more glorious than before ; 
Een ſo your Verſe, though darkneſs may it ſhroud 
a while, at length 'twill pleaſe us more and more. 
Oxcynthes, R. B. 


To the Bookſeller, on the foregoing Poem. 


f E Author's yet unknown to me, ſo l 
forbear to ſpeak, for fear I ſhould thereby 
Derract from his deſert, and hurt his Name, 

Who once may gain an everlaſting Fame. 

His Aim is good, the Subjet's too divine, 

To be made better by a Pen of mine : 

The Genius may, by uſe, be more ſublime, 

And Dr---n may become his Friend in time. 

His Name (perhaps) may make the faithleſs World 
Believe his Muſe from Helicon was hurl'd. 

Till then, I'll fay no more, than that [ am, 
Your faithful Friend, and ill will be the ſame. 


C. B. 


Liceng'd, May 4- 1687. R.M. 
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